CHAPTER 142 


September 11, 2011 


“../am currently in the room of Justin Tylor...” 


Alright, so Rise had practically kicked down Justin’s door so that she could see what 
it looked like; why, beat the hell out of Justin. If he knew, he probably would have 
locked the door and never opened it again. Better safe than sorry after all. 
Regardless of who had what intention for being there, the two stood there in Justin’s 
small room. Rise was standing and observing the strange new world she had 
stumbled into, while Justin simple laid down on his bed, headphones on and music 
blasting. As far as he knew, Rise just wanted to hang out, so he saw no problem 
with just kicking back for a bit. 


“Thank you for the update madam. Keeping an audio journal of your dangerous 
venture into the lair of Baron Tylor the Third?” Justin joked a bit, chuckling ever so 
Slightly at the awkward means by which Rise was chatting to herself. Seriously, why 
was she recapping what she was doing to Justin like he couldn’t see her a mere two 
or three feet away. It wasn’t that big of a room. There was a bed, some drawers, a 
mirror, and a computer. All of that mentioned there was little to NO walking room 
whatsoever; so Rise was most certainly close enough to him that he could tell what 
she was doing without her describing it to him. Regardless, she continued to talk to 
herself, as though she were making some sort of scientific discovery here. 


“It seems quite clean for a boy of his age... Uh, ummm... Th-There doesn’t seem to 
be anything lying around that he wouldn’t want me to see...” Justin slowly turned 
his head to pass her a funny look. His headphones were blasting music, but 
certainly not loud enough that he wouldn’t hear that. In fact, he could hear it clear 
as day. What would he have lying around that he wouldn’t want her to see 
besides... “Now then, where could the goods in question be hiding...!?” Justin’s eyes 
widened with slight terror as he jumped up a bit from his bed. ‘Goods’ almost 
always referred to the same thing; and Rise was actively fucking looking for it. Why? 
She has her own internet; she can do that at her own house on her own time, but 
she was not going to go digging through Justin’s house in search of non-existent 
pornography. Besides, he already deleted his history; his secrets were safe. “I'll ask 
the man himself! So- where do you hide them!?” Rise suddenly turned to Justin, 
aggressive eyes as she interrogated him. Justin might as well have been hiding a 
crack cocaine factory in his house and Rise might as well have been the FBI with the 
way she was interrogating him. Justin just sat up, returning the glare, pissed that 
she had broke into his house just for this. 


“Long out of your reach, you sinister harlot.” Justin mocked slightly. Harlot probably 
wasn’t the best choice of words all things considered. Now maybe if he was talking 


to Rise’s shadow, that would be a different story; not so much Rise herself. Still, she 
didn’t seem too offended by it, perhaps not quite realizing that a harlot is a 
prostitute. Because apparently looking at or searching for pornography made you a 
prostitute. You might as well have just cuffed Justin right now if that were true. 


“Oh uhhh...” Rise nervously trailed off, slightly surprised by the response. She did 
know Justin watched porn; Maya had kind of spilled the beans on that one, but it 
was Strange hearing it from the man’s mouth himself that he did in fact view some 
rather questionable adult content. And that he had already burned the evidence so 
that anyone who might be looking for said adult content (read: Maya and Rise) 
would be sorely disappointed. Must have been some pretty dirty shit. It was. “I’m 
sorry. Umm, i-it’s not that | wanted to know... | just got kinda embarrassed, so...” 
Justin raised his eyebrow with confusion. 


“...Embarrassed of what?” For some reason, that strange sensation that had been 
gripping at his lungs before was starting to latch on again. Something about the 
way she was avoiding eye contact, how she was nervously stammering over her 
words. Something was fishy here, Justin just couldn’t put his finger on what. Rise 
looked away, cheeks a little red as she started stammering again; god forbid Justin 
discover what was going on here. That could be... problematic. 


“You’re such a meanie...” She sidestepped the question gracefully. If it wasn’t for 
the fact that Justin had in fact just called her a harlot, he might not have fallen for 
that bullshit. But he did, and was very consciously aware of how awful of a thing 
that was to say to anyone; even if it was in jest. He sighed a bit leaning back 
against his bed as he let his nerves loosen up. Yeah it was kind of creepy that she 
was looking for his porn, but he supposed it was nothing to be mad about. 
Especially when there was a 0% chance she was going to find it. 


“I’m sorry | called you a woman of the night.” Justin half-apologized. Really didn’t 
sound that way with the sarcasm tacked on, but you knew he meant well. Rise just 
shrugged a bit; she didn’t care about that. Again, probably because she didn’t know 
what Justin meant when he said woman of the night. Was that someone who stayed 
up late? It was quiet for a moment, Rise averting her gaze for a moment before 
slowly turning her gaze back over to Justin, a slight grin on her face. She had 
something she wanted to tell him; and only him. 


No not that, stop assuming. 


“I’ve made up my mind about something. You see... I’m thinking of going back into 
the showbiz in the spring.” An immediate look of disapproval swept across Justin’s 
face. He’d support whatever it was Rise wanted to do with her life, but that didn’t 
mean he had to agree. He just couldn’t wrap his mind why she’d want to go back to 
that, to people who abused her for their own gain. At the very least, please tell him 
she was going to go with a different record label; one that would actually appreciate 
her as a person and not a symbol. “I am Risette, after all...” 


“No Rise, Risette is you. There’s a difference.” Justin corrected her, making a slight 
pointing gesture with his hand. Saying that she was Risette meant that all she was 
was what the men in suits and ties told her she was. Risette being her meant that 
Risette only made up a small portion of what she was as a person. And that was 
exactly how it should have been. Rise smiled a bit before turning around and sitting 
on the bed, just next to Justin’s extended legs. He probably should have asked if she 
wanted to sit down earlier, but it had slipped his mind completely. Accidents 
happen. 


“When | consider it like that, | think | can have more fun working. | know how hard it 
is for a star to make a comeback after an entire year’s absence. But even then, | 
want to start over from the beginning.” Rise explained her thought process for 
returning back to the business that had pretty much tortured her for the last few 
years. Justin shrugged a bit; still seemed like a shitty idea, but at least Rise had put 
some thought into this. At least she was going to do this because it was something 
she enjoyed and not because the big wigs told her she had to. Besides, if she was 
reinventing her image, maybe she could ditch that whole ‘school girl’ shit they 
made her do. Can you say heavy metal Risette? Well you can, but you wouldn’t 
because that would be awful. She’ll figure it out eventually. 


“Just don’t go out and get a Mohawk or somethin’” Justin joked, though he was also 
being kind of serious. Depending in what kind of direction she went in, a Mohawk 
would be an entirely viable hairstyle for certain genres of music. It was important 
for Rise to know that would look god awful on her, and no matter what her 
executives said, she should NEVER even let the thought cross her mind. Rise 
giggled a bit; she listened to her managers about a lot of things, but she sure as hell 
wasn’t going to get a Mohawk anytime soon. They couldn’t pay her enough to do 
that. 


“Do you remember the fan who gave me that letter? I’ll do it for her, for my old 
manager, Inoue-san-“ 


“Whoa whoa whoa, hold up for a moment. Don’t do jackshit for that asshole.” Justin 
cut her off. Rise just seemed a little flabbergasted by the interruption; not 
necessarily because she disagreed that he was an asshole, he kind of was, but 
because Justin seemed very passionate about her NOT doing this for her manager. 
At the very least she owed it to him for getting her where she was today, right? So 
she should do SOMETHING. Rise tilted her head to the side with some confusion. 


“Well, what else should | do?” Rise questioned. She couldn’t just pretend he hadn’t 
had a huge impact on her life, douchebag or not. Justin slowly rested his back 
against his bed, eyes lifted towards the ceiling, thinking of the best way to 
acknowledge him. He didn’t deserve ANY positive acknowledgment, that was for 
sure. Especially not after leaving Risette out to dry when she wasn’t being milked 
for money. He sighed after a moment. 


“...Do what Freddie Mercury did. Write the most insulting song you can think of, 
then dedicate it to a real motherfucker of a gentleman.” Justin eventually dictated, 
giving Rise an order. She rubbed at her chin a bit, as though actually considering 
the proposition. It was a pretty good, actually; but that would be assuming she 
found another label to take her. She shouldn’t get ahead of herself before she 
actually got in a position where she could do it. And Justin would gladly help her 
when she did. 


“Regardless... I’m still doing it for everyone important in my life.” Rise shrugged off 
Justin’s suggestion for the time being. “My fans, my family... you, even myself.” 
Rise listed off a bunch of people, not necessarily in order of significance. She had to 
pause a bit before putting Justin in on that list, fearing that it might be a bit strange, 
or awkward. And she was right in some regard. Justin’s eyes widened for a moment, 
blushing a bit before rotating his eyes to look away from the ceiling and towards 
Rise, surprised that he was considered someone important to her. 


“Me?” Justin questioned with bewilderment, caught off guard by the remark. Rise 
blushed, her cheeks red as she nodded her head matter-of-factly. She hadn’t a 
doubt in her mind that Justin was important to her; she had nothing to fear 
admitting that. Justin paused for a moment, shifting his hand into his pocket to grab 
at some toothpicks. “No, Rise... I’m just some guy.” Justin modestly admitted, 
sticking a tooth pick between his teeth. He needed a smoke right about now, but he 
was still determined to keep away. He’s keep away as long as his body let him, and 
if he succumbed to temptation, he’d just have to keep further away. Rise shook her 
head. 


“Well for just some guy, you’ve saved a lot of lives.” Rise remarked, referencing 
their time in the television. Justin just shrugged a bit; sounded like something ripped 
out of a shitty drama television show, or a good video game based off of said shitty 
drama television show, so it wasn’t exactly reassuring. “Besides... You’re a good 
friend.” Justin’s eyes darted up, again a little surprised by the remark. A good 
friend? He just sort of stood around at Rise’s request. Was that all it took to bea 
good friends? There had to be more to it than that. Still... it made him feel good, as 
much as he disagreed with Rise’s assessment. Friend? Perhaps. Good friend? Justin 
doubted it. 


It was quiet for a moment, save for the sound of buzzing coming from Justin’s 
headphones, this almost strange atmosphere between the two. It was hard to put a 
finger on just what it was about it, though it seemed to make Justin a little uneasy in 
the stomach. After a minute or so, Rise began to shuffle through her pockets in 
search of something, what, Justin didn’t know. He found out soon enough though, 
when Rise pulled a slip out of her pocket, staring at it with a slight smile before 
turning to Justin, her hand extended as she tried to pass it off to him. 


“Senpai, this... | want you to have this...” Rise remarked as Justin gripped at the slip 
with his thumb and index fingers, staring at it with curiosity. It was a photo; a school 
photo from Yasogami of Rise, in fact. She seemed happy enough where she was, 
which kind of broke Justin’s heart in a way. She was clearly happy here... So why 
was She going to leave in the spring? Justin’s eyes ran across the photo for a 
moment more. It was signed in the corner, not by Risette, but by Rise... This was 
Rise’s autograph; not Risette’s. Justin smiled a bit looking at it. Seemed Rise was 


finally starting to get it. “It’s the one we took at school. | look really normal, don’t 
|?” 


“Hell, Rise, you always look normal. You were just wearing beer goggles the entire 
time.” Justin remarked, delicately holding onto the photo, before subtly placing it 
down on the drawers next to his bed, placing it so that the picture shone out to the 
world. 


“| know it’d probably be worth more if it had a signature from Risette, but...” Rise 
stammered a bit, a little embarrassed that she had signed with her real name and 
not Risette’s. It would actually be worth something to Justin if she did that. She 
wouldn’t really get much from her signing her real name, most people didn’t even 
know her real name was Rise. (Seriously, not even joking. People were that stupid.) 
Justin shook his head a bit. 


“It’s more valuable to me like this.” Justin remarked warmly, eyeing the photo that 
now stood on his bed stand. He’d need to get around to buying a frame for that. 
Rise blushed a bit, almost embarrassed by Justin’s kind words. He really didn’t care 
about Risette... Just Rise. In a way, it made it hurt to think that he was already 
accounted for. He was a real nice guy once you got past the sarcasm. But that’s the 
way things were; and unless there was a major fallout between him and Chie 
(fingers crossed!), that’s the way it was going to stay. And she was fine with that. 
Maybe she wanted more, but... But she was happy just to have Justin as a friend for 
now. And who knows? Maybe time would tell. 


“Senpai... | won’t make the same mistake. There’s no such thing as a me that isn’t 
me. So | won’t run away... | won’t try to be someone I’m not. There’s a lot of Rise’s 
inside me... | won’t try to change them. Instead, I'll let people know those Rise’s 
exist... That’s the me | want to be.” Rise settled upon what she wanted to be as a 
person. And for a moment there was nothing but smiles. 


And then the room started to get dark again. The smile on Justin’s face immediately 
fade. Oh he recognized what was going on here; whenever a person truly accepts 
themselves, their Persona ascended. The two watched on with awe, and in Rise’s 
case confusion, as a blue aura swirled about the room, the figure of Rise’s persona 
appearing behind here, faded, but every so visible. And soon, that figure changed, 
its figure seeming longer, lankier, clothed in white robes... It also had a satellite dish 
coming out of its ass. No, no I’m not kidding. Kind of killed the whole atmosphere for 


Justin honestly; he couldn’t take it seriously just because of THAT. Soon, the figured 
disappeared and the room lit back up to its normal color. Rise blinked a couple of 
times, confuse, yet seeming to understand everything that had just gone down. She 
could feel the change in the depths of her heart. 


“This means... my powers have changed...? | see... I’ve become a little stonger. 
Thanks to you... being with me.” Rise blushed a bit as she realized what was going 
on, who she had to thank for all of this. Justin just rubbed at his head a bit before 
pushing his headphones back onto his head. He had taken them off for a moment as 
he saw the blue aura circulating around Rise, though now that it was over, there 
was really not much reason to be distracted from his music any further. Especially if 
it was just flattery. He didn’t make the change, she did. Justin just pointed her in the 
right direction. 


“,.Really? Just... Really?” Justin’s eyes darted from Rise and to the door of his room. 
Maya had been downstairs watching television or something, so it should come as 
no surprise that she had seen it. Seemed she was kind of pissed about this 
happening again, though for whatever reason, Justin could only guess. Perhaps she 
was just jealous she didn’t have a Persona; despite having all the perks OF having a 
Persona. Perhaps the lights were just annoying. Perhaps she was just wondering 
why this always seemed to happen upstairs in Justin’s bedroom, and what was 
bringing about all of this. Justin’s eyebrows dropped in a ‘seriously?’ expression. 
What was her excuse this time? 


“Dare | ask?” 


“On the way to the bathroom.” Maya explained concisely and to the point. Justin 
didn’t believe her in the slightest though, as was clear by the expression on his 
face. You meant to tell him that she had been going to the bathroom BOTH times 
this had happened? Uh, uh. He wasn’t buying that for a second. He really should 
have considering it was true. Apparently Maya’s bladder just so happened to act up 
whenever someone’s Persona evolved. Like a spider-sense, but with Personas and a 
lot more creepy in so many ways. 


“You honestly expect me to believe that again.” Justin remarked bluntly, laying it on 
the table that he thought Maya was full of shit. She just rolled her eyes, jumping up 
and down a bit, clearly having a hard time holding her bladder by this point. She 
didn’t need a game of twenty questions right now, that was for sure. And besides, it 
wasn’t like she wasn’t going to notice it anyway; the door was open, unlike when he 
was with Chie. The whole house had been like that. 


“No, | expect you to stop interrogating me so | can go piss.” Maya remarked with 
annoyance, almost pleading to be dismissed so she could go use the bathroom 
already. Justin just sighed and waved her off with a flick of his wrist. It wasn’t like he 
was holding her back or anything. Maya darted off extremely quickly, as though she 
HADN'T just watched someone’s Persona do some weird shit in the real world again. 


She wasn’t even fazed in fact; or if she was, her need to pee was much more 
important than gushing about the spectacle she had watched. The door to the 
bathroom closed loudly as she made her way in, and what do you know, she did 
have to go. See, the bathroom kind of echoed a bit, so you could hear when 
someone was pissing. It was a little gross honestly, but no one said anything. 
Thankfully no one had gotten diarrhea yet; and for that they were thankful. It was 
quiet for a moment between Justin and Rise, only the sound of Justin’s headphones 
and the sound of piss splashing against toilet water filling the house. 


“Uh... Senpai... AS long as you’re watching me... I’ll do my best... So, umm... I’m 
happy doing anything as long as you’re there with me. I’m sure | can hang in there 
as long as you’re with me. Because... You’re special to me.” Rise remarked, cheeks 
red, picking her words carefully. She wanted Justin to know just how important he 
was to her without him knowing how she really felt. She didn’t want things to get 
awkward between them or to tear a hole between him and Chie. That wouldn’t be 
right, not fair. So she’d keep her mouth shut until hopefully a day would come. 
Justin raised his eyebrow a bit. This really sounded familiar to him for some reason, 
but he didn’t quite get what. He came close, but not quite close enough. Crisis 
averted. 


“We'll always be friends Rise.” Justin remarked, taking the whole special remark a 
whole different way. Close enough anyway. He extended his hand out, and in turn, 
his pinky, begging for Rise to do the same with a mere twitch. Rise seemed a bit 
surprised at first, though a grin eventually crossed her face, her arm extending to 
meet his, their pinkies linked together like an unbreakable promise, an unbreakable 
bond. 


“Always.” 


